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Chapter 1

I was born Nathaniel Austin James, in a small town in Kansas, that I’m sure you’ve never even heard of before, but my friends call me Nate. 

After graduating from high school, I spent that following summer going to Air Force Basic Training in lovely San Antonio, Texas, and trust me, June, July, and August are not the months that you want to be there, as it was hot, and then some.  Needless to say, I did not get to see much of the town since my primary goal in joining the military was to get Uncle Sam to help pay for my college.  Most of my friends were planning to go to college and take on debt in the process, but I was going to have no part of being saddled with twenty to forty years of student loans.  As far as I was concerned cash was the only way to go.

After finishing boot camp in Texas, I returned to my unit in Kansas as a weekend warrior with a local Air National Guard unit where I showed up one weekend a month to defend America and perform my job as a chef.  Okay I was a cook.  It was not a bad gig and most of the time I did not even have to prepare any food at all, as we had civilian contract staff that brought lunch in to us.  The other twenty-eight days a month I was a full-time college student working on my bachelor’s degree, and a part time employee in the school’s computer lab which helped to pay the bills.

During college I had a limited number of relationships which was due to the fact that I led an active life and did not have much extra time for dating.  On top of that I had always been a little bashful around girls, and also a bit intimidated by them, which did not contribute to being able to establish good long-term relationships with the fairer sex.  Even when there were nice girls who were interested in me, I was always so wigged out that I messed up the relationship before it even got started.

After I got my B.S. in Physics I reupped with the Air National Guard and did four more years so I could complete my PhD.  Once I had my doctorate degree in hand, I left my position as a weekend warrior in pursuit of greener pastures which included looking for a full-time job since I was now the ripe ol’ age of twenty-five and it was time to get serious about a career.  Oh, and let me add, my initial plan was successful, as I now hold a PhD and am debt free.

I just happened to land a job with a community college in Nebraska and ended up moving to Lincoln for two years.  While there I wrote a paper on how it would revolutionize the world if a matter energy converter system was developed where you could dematerialize a person, transport them to their destination electronically or through radio waves, and then reassemble them.  It caught the attention of a very large national aerospace and defense contractor who had been working on a similar project for years without success and they wanted to sit down and talk with me.  One thing led to another and next thing I knew I had a new job, with a great pay raise.  However, I was working in BFE Oklahoma smack dab in the middle of nowhere, in a secret facility that was in an abandoned ICBM silo.  Since it was quite a distance from the nearest town, and to maintain as much secrecy as possible, there were living quarters in the facility that had all the comforts of home including cable and personal internet.  With full kitchen facilities we prepared a lot of our own meals, and with the training I received in the military I was actually the best cook in our group and was often called on, sometimes begged, to fire up my culinary skills so the rest of the team would have something decent to eat.

My Project Sparkle co-workers, yes that actually was the name of the project, were some really great people that included Scott Montgomery who had a B.S. in Electrical Engineering and was just about one of the smartest people I’d ever met.  He also had a knowledge of physics that flabbergasted me, as most non- physicists usually don’t understand the subject at the level that he did.

Our other co-worker, Mary Rand, had a PhD in Biomedical Engineering and had previously been a practicing Physician Assistant at one point in her career, and was one of the hardest working human beings I’d ever encountered.  She had worked on a number of high-level projects and had been instrumental in making the project we were developing a reality.  Thirty-two years old and five foot five, she was very pretty and what you would call a curvy girl, but just ever so slightly.  She was not obese but not skinny either, and she had a very pronounced rear end, that got my attention every time she passed in front of me, and I was a guy that normally like petite women.

All three of us had started working on the project at the same time and had been on it for about two years when we finally reached the point we had been working toward for so long.  Miraculously we were just about ready to test it on a human being and I had volunteered to be the test subject when that day arrived, as let’s face it, there’s not a lot of people ready to have their body disassembled at the molecular level, and then reassembled at the destination.  Hell, I was not crazy about the thought myself and I was one of the developers of the project, but someone’s got to do it.

If the project was a success it was going to change the way that human beings lived and worked.  Air, bus, and rail travel as we knew it would be practically non-existent and you would be able to travel to your destination on the far side of the country or world for that matter in seconds, plus it would save automobile and jet fuel which would help the environment.  It was exciting and I was thrilled to be part of it.

The unit itself, which we called The MET, which stands for matter energy transporter looked a lot like the one in a particular 1960’ TV show, and it was aesthetically designed that way on purpose.  With so many people being familiar with the old television program it was decided to build it to look and even sound as much like it as possible, and fake sound effects were even added to help.  It was believed that by taking these steps it would make the stockholders, investors, and eventually the public, who would be the primary users, more comfortable with using the device.

The way it would work, once deployed, would involve the dematerialized patterns being transported down the internet, or eventually via radio or microwaves, to their destination.  At that point in our testing it was nothing so glamorous, as all tests had occurred transporting objects about ten feet across the room to another transporter pad.  To date we had tested it on a number of inanimate objects as well as a few animals, and hopefully the animal rights people would never find out what we did.  However, all of the animals we ran through the transporter were absolutely fine and there were no harmful effects, which led us to believe that the same would apply when we ran our first human being through the system, right?

Test day finally came, and I was as ready as I was going to be, and I have to admit that I was a little bit nervous.  As I entered the MET room at 7:45 a.m. Mary and Scott were already there running additional diagnostics on the system to make sure it was ready for the big test.

“Morning sunshine,” Mary said.

“Morning.”

“Are you ready to get your atoms scrambled into a million pieces and then thrust back together?” she asked.

With a perturbed look on my face I said, “You really know how to inspire confidence in a guy.”

“She’s just kidding,” Scott said, as he climbed out from under the console, and as he stood, he quickly rose back to his regular height of 5’11 and turned toward me. 

“I will be glad when this is over,” I said.

“Easy stuff, all we are doing is moving you from Pad A to Pad B.”

“Is it ready to go?” I asked.

Mary was behind the console looking at the controls and said, “It is.  We can proceed whenever you’re ready Nate.”

I stepped up on the platform and onto one of the pads, which looked like a big round gold disk, and turned back toward them.

“Ready?” Mary asked.

“Energize,” and as I said it, I saw a smile on their faces.

At that point I could hear the standard electronic noises coming from the system and could tell they had started the sequence.  This was it, it was too late to back out now.

“See you in a few seconds,” Scott said, and then I heard a humming sound.  The last thing I saw was Scott standing there with Mary behind the console, looking at me with his piercing green eyes just before things started to sparkle and then there was nothing.

Next thing I knew I was seeing sparkling again and from what I could tell I was at a slightly different angle to my co-workers which meant I was materializing on Pad B as planned.  Within seconds the process had stopped, and I could feel the sensation as I took in a deep breath and then exhaled.  It was clear that I was alive, I had made it!  However, I did not understand why my co-workers were not as exalted as I was, as both of them were standing behind the console with their mouths hanging open and looking shocked.

“We did it!” I exclaimed, and as I finished my sentence, I knew that something was wrong with the pitch of my voice.  I did not fully understand what was going on, but by the looks on their faces they sure did, which concerned me.

“Nate?” Mary asked.

“Yes.  What’s wrong?” I asked, and as I completed those words, I did not understand why I was speaking as I was, as I sounded like a female.

Both of them stepped out from behind the console and approached me and as they did, I asked, “What’s wrong with my vocal cords?”

“Oh my God, what have we done?” Mary asked.

“What the hell is going on guys, just tell me.  I sound like a girl,” I exclaimed as I stepped off the MET platform and onto the floor, now level with Mary and Scott.  And as I looked at them closer I seemed to be more level with Mary while Scott was strangely taller for some reason.

“Nate, it looks like there’s been an unexpected side effect from your transport,” he said.

“What?” I asked.  “My voice?  Is that it?”

Scott took his cell phone out of his pocket, backed up, took a photo of me, and then stepped back toward me and handed me the device.  As I took it and looked at the image, I saw that I was now a slender blonde female with blue eyes in my mid-twenties.

“Oh my God!  Mary, Scott, do something! Please!”

“We will.  We promise,” Mary said, “But first we have to figure out what happened.”

“I’m a girl, with a girl voice,” and as I looked downward, I could see that I now had breasts as well.

“Good lord I’ve even got titties,” I said, as I cupped my hands under my firm breasts.  Then as I moved my right hand down to my crotch, I knew instantly that my manhood was gone, as the area seemed to be completely flat, by comparison to what it used to be. 

“My stuff, it’s gone dude,” I said in a panicked tone as I looked at Scott.

Looking at me he said, “Hey man, it’s alright, we’re going to figure this out, aren’t we Mary?”

As Mary looked at me, she said unconvincingly, “Yes.  Yes, we are.  We’re all going to work together to find out what happened so we can reverse the process.”


Chapter 2

Scott and Mary escorted me to the living area of my quarters where we sat down to discuss what had just happened.  At that point there was not really a lot to discuss, as they were trying to get me calmed down from my unplanned gender reassignment, which I received the hard way.

Mary made me a quick cup of coffee and then poured a little liquor into it from a bottle of Jack in the black and gave it to me, and as I took a sip, I could taste the alcohol.

“That’s strong.  How much booze did you put in this cup of coffee?”

“Just enough to steady your nerves,” she said.

“By the taste, there’s enough to steady a cruise ship in a hurricane,” I said.

“I absolutely cannot believe this happened,” said Scott.

“You, can’t believe it?  Think how I feel,” I said.

Mary said, “The first thing we are going to do is start analyzing the data from the system and see what we come up with.  There will be data stored in the system as to what your molecular structure looked like before and after the process.  Once we examine that, hopefully we should know more, and that should give us a place to start.”

“Sounds good Mary.  Need my help?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “You’re pretty shaken up, and I think the best place for you, for right now anyway, is right here.  Besides, despite the fact that you seem okay, we can’t be sure of your mental and physical condition until we’ve done a work up on you and monitored your condition for a while.”

I shook my head in response.

“Later on, if you’re up to it, I’d like to run a physical on you.  If you feel up to it that is.”

“Not a problem,” I said.

Scott asked, “Should we call the corporate office and tell them about it?”

Mary said, “Absolutely not!  They would have a bunch of bureaucrats down here trying to take charge, telling us we don’t know what we are doing, and then asking us for help while trying to correct the problem, then taking the credit for fixing it ….”

“We get the picture Mary, and I think we agree.  Right Nate?” Scott asked.

Looking at my two friends I said, “The three of us know more about this system than anyone at corporate.  We built it and there is no one on planet earth that knows more about it than us.  Before we call the Calvary let’s try and fix this ourselves.  Then if we can’t we will call the main office, and they will surely fuck it up where it can never be fixed, and I will remain a woman forever.”

At that point we all chuckled at my comment

Scott said, “Mary, if you want to get started analyzing the data I will stay here with Nate.”

Standing up she said, “Okay, I will let you guys, for should I say guys and gals, know as soon as I find anything out at all,” and then she turned and walked out the door.

“Six million comedians out of work and we’ve got one on staff,” I said, and we both chuckled.

“So, how are you feeling?” Scott asked.

“Better, I think the alcohol is helping.  It’s surprising how quickly it’s affecting me.”

“No, it’s not.”

“It’s not?”

“Look at you, you’re about fifty pounds lighter, that’s a lot less body mass, of course it’s going to work on you faster.”

“Well, if I end up staying a woman I clearly won’t spend as much on alcohol, will I?”

“Good point.”

Right about that time the door opened, and Mary came bouncing back in.

“What are you doing back?” I asked, “I thought you were going to work on the system.”

She then presented me with a black dress, and said, “Nate I noticed your clothes were just falling off of you and thought I would bring you something to wear.”

Holding it up to myself and looking at her I asked, “Really?”

“It’s a great black casual dress, but over the past couple of years I’ve picked up a couple of pounds, but it looks like a great fit for you.  I think you’re about a 34 C bra size which is the same as me so here’s a bra as well,” she said and handed me a black frilly bra.”

“Oh, and not trying to get to personal, here’s a pair of panties.  Don’t worry they’re clean,” she said as she handed them to me.

“Do you expect me to wear this stuff?”

“If you don’t like what I’ve picked, I can take you down to my room and you can select what you want.  I’m just trying to get you into some clothes that fit.  And here,” she said and handed me a pair of shoes, “They’re flats, size 7 ½.  Hopefully they will fit.  If not, I will try and find something else.”

“Mary, I appreciate it, but I don’t think you understand, I’m not ready to stop being a guy, I’m not giving up yet.”

“Which means you’re going to wear those baggy clothes?”

Looking down at myself I said arrogantly, “Well, yes.  I think they fit fine.”

“Dude,” Scott said, “You can do what you want, but your regular clothes just don’t fit.  Sorry but it’s true.”

“Look, I did not mean to offend, I was just trying to help, if you decide to wear them great, if not you can give them back to me later,” and then she turned and headed out the door.

I sat back down on the couch and as Scott sat there with me, I eventually said, “I hope I did not hurt her feelings.”

“It’s alright, she knows you’re going through a lot, having been converted to a woman within the past hour and all.”

“Maybe, but she’s nice and was trying to help me, and I probably came across ungrateful.  And on top of that she’s now working on the MET trying to find out a way to convert me back.”

“Wait right here, I’ll be right back,” I said to Scott, and I then went back into my bedroom with my new wardrobe in hand.

Mary was in the transporter room looking at the display panels when Scott and I entered.  As we walked through the door and she saw me she said, “Wow, you look great.”

There I stood with my long blonde hair resting on my shoulders, wearing the black dress, and pink shoes.

“You look so cute,” she said, “And those pink fold up slippers go great with that dress.”

“Mary, I just wanted to show you I appreciate what you were trying to do, and I did not want you to think I was a dick or anything.  I’m sorry.”

Stepping over to me and giving me a hug, she said, “I thought no such thing.  You’re going through a lot right now, so perish the thought.”

Looking at me once again she said, “I hope you’re not offended but you really are a pretty woman.”

“Thanks,” I said.

Looking at Scott I said, “And if you say I’m pretty ….”

“You are.  And if what I surmise is correct from these display readings on the console, it’s possible that we may be able to change you back, with some work that is.  However, it’s going to be a shame because you are quite lovely.”

“Isn’t he?  Or should I say she,” Mary said.

“I hate you people.  Anyway, Scott, what are you seeing?” I asked as I stepped over to one of the monitors.

“Here’s your molecular structure as we scanned you in, see?” he asked.

Looking at the display panel I could see the biomolecular scan taken of me before the transport process was started and I said, “I do.”

“And here it is after you re-materialized,” Mary said while pointing to the second monitor which should an outline of my physical form.

“Mary, this looks like my chromosomes ….” I started to say when she interrupted.

“Exactly, who would have thought?”

Scott said in a louder tone of voice, “Thought what?  Tell me!  What are you talking about?”

Mary said, “This system had never transported a human being before, right?  Believe it or not the one thing that we did not take into account when we built it was programming in the re-materialization of human chromosomes at their most basic level, in this case specifically Y-chromosomes.  When Nate re-materialized, he beamed in as a female because the transporter simply did not know how to put him back together as a male, so, it converted his Y-chromosomes to X and reassembled him with two X-chromosomes and voila, instant woman.”

“Now we understand how it happened, so what should we do to try and get me back to normal?”

“Just before we dematerialized you, we took a scan of your pattern, which erases after you rematerialize because of the large volume of disk space it requires, right?”

Nodding my head yes, I said, “Yes of course, but please go on.”

“Which was stored on a hard drive.  Since there’s been no further activity on that disk since you beamed in and it was erased, I bet if we pulled it out, we could use recovery software and restore your original pattern.”

“Of course!” I said.

Interjecting Mary said, “Yes, yes, then if we can control re-materialization manually, we can merge your existing form back in with the old pattern and restore the original Nate, right back to his old self.”

“What do we need to do to get started?” I asked.

“Simple, most of the work is going to be in recovering the image on the hard disk.  Aside from that, there’s not much to do while we wait,” said Scott.

“Hey guys, I’m going to go ahead and power the equipment down and pull the hard disk and take it down to the server room and start work on it,” Mary said.

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.

Mary then pressed a series of buttons on the main console and then stepped to the back of the room where she powered down the rest of the system.

I sat in my quarters quite distracted while Mary and Scott were busy working on the hard drive in the server room.  I had volunteered to help but for all practical purposes I was still not allowed to work on the equipment, as after all, I might be insane as a result of what happened to me.

Sitting there trying to read a book I quickly lost interest and turned on my television and started streaming a program, and right about that time there was a knock on my door.

“Come in,” I said, and Mary and Scott entered.

“Hey, how’s it going?” Scott asked.

“Just trying to occupy my time,” I said.  “It is so hard waiting.  I wish you guys could just put me in suspended animation until after this is all over.”

“We’ve actually got an idea.  How long has it been since you’ve had a break and gotten away from this place?” Mary asked.

“Are you kidding?  Close to six months.”

“How would you like to get away from a week or so?” Scott asked.

“I would love it, but I need to stick around here.”

“For what?” Mary asked.  “The hard drive un-erase function is underway and is going to take some time.  It only requires that one of us monitor it so there’s an opportunity for you to get away for a bit.  Scott and I flipped a coin and he won, so the two of you are now officially on vacation until the image on the hard disk is recovered.  It will do you good to get away Nate.  It’s either that or sit here and wait.”

“What do you say?” Scott asked.

“Where would we go?” I asked.

“Let’s take a road trip.  We’ll just start and see what we end up.  And besides, I’ve got a few ideas.”

Smiling at him I said, “You know, it does sound kind of fun, but am I ready to go out into the world as a girl?  After all, I’ve only got one outfit, the one I’m wearing.”

“Not to worry hon, come on down to my room and I’ll pack you a bag.  I will put together a mini-wardrobe for you.”


Chapter 3

Scott and I spent the first night on the road in Waco, Texas, which was about a five-and-a-half-hour drive from where we started in BFE Oklahoma.  By the way, in case you did not know it there is no place called BFE, but I’m pretty sure that you knew I was just trying to be humorous.  After getting a couple of rooms we headed out to check out some of the local cuisine, but in the end decided to eat at a big national chain restaurant, simply because we were familiar with the menu.  Finishing up dinner we headed back to the hotel where we ended up hanging out the living area of my room watching a movie together. 

After finishing the science fiction flick we had been viewing I said, “Not bad, however, the science behind it was not very realistic.”

“How’s that?”

“How does a fourteen-year-old and his best friend create an artificial wormhole by buying parts at an electronics store?”

Scratching his head, he then said, “You’re right, it was totally believable up to that point.”

“You are such a smart ass,” I said before hitting him over the head with a pillow.  As a guy I probably would not have done that, but as a female I can get away with a lot more, or so I’m discovering.

“I’m going to run down to the soda machine, want me to bring you anything back?”

“That’s okay, I’ll pass.”

“Be right back.”

Scott got up, headed out the door, and closed it behind him.

As I sat there on the couch, I channel surfed trying to find something that would catch my attention but unfortunately nothing was grabbing me.  Before I knew it, the door opened, and Scott walked in with an older woman.  Did he have a thing for older chicks or something?  To each his own I thought.

Sizing her up she looked like she was in her early fifties, had auburn hair, was about 5’1, slim build, and was wearing tight jeans with a red top.

Scooting to the edge of the couch as they approached me Scott looked at me and said, “Hon, I’ve got someone I want to introduce you to.”

When he said the word Hon he definitely got my attention and I stood up.

Speaking to the woman he said, “This is Nat…. Natalie,” and then looked back to me.

Then looking at me he said, “Natalie, this is my mom.”

Extending her hand to me she said, “Great to meet you Natalie,” and as I shook her hand she said to Scott, “She is just the cutest thing.”  Looking back at me she said, “I just love your pink shoes.”

“It is good to meet you too ma’am.”

“Please, call me Barbara.”

Then looking at Scott she asked, “I really have to go to the bathroom, is it okay if I use yours?”

“Sure, it’s right over there,” he said while motioning her in the direction of the bathroom with his hand.

“Be right back,” she said before walking in and closing the door.

Whispering to him I asked, “What the fuck is going on?”

“I ran into my mom at the soda machine.”

“What are the odds of that?”

“Anyway, she asked me what I was doing here, and I told her I was taking a few days off and I was travelling with a friend.  She then asked who it was, and I said it was a girl I worked with and she asked if it was my girlfriend and I sort of said yes.”

“You what?”

“Look, she’s always on me about getting a girlfriend and it just kind of fell out of my mouth,” he said.

“By the way, what is your mom doing at a motel in the middle of Texas?”

“She lives in San Antonio and is up here for a conference.  The door is opening, here she comes.”

Walking back into the living area of my room I said to her, “Please have a seat Miss.”

“Barbara, or you can call me Barb.”

She sat down in one of the living area chairs and Scott sat down next to me.

Looking at me she asked, “So, how long have you two known each other?”

“About two years.”

“Great, so you’ve been dating about two years as well?” she asked.

At this point Scott was looking at her with his eyebrows raised and said, “Mom.”

“Oh, I hope that was not a rude question,” she said.

“Not to worry,” I said.

Looking at Scott I knew I was a little agitated with him for putting me in this predicament, but on the other hand I know what it’s like to be aggravated by parents asking when you are going to get married, have kids, and so forth.  So, why not play along?

“We’ve been dating for about a year,” I said.

“That’s great.  Where are you from originally?”

“Kansas.”

“What part?”

“It’s a small town near …., are you familiar with Kansas?”

“Never been there.  Is it near Kansas City or Topeka?”

Knowing that in the end she was completely unfamiliar with the geography of Kansas and that this conversation could go on for some time I said, “Yes, it’s near Kansas City, ma’am.”

“Call me Barbara.”

“Okay Barb.”

“Anyway, that’s great, I hear Kansas is nice.”

Nodding my head, I said, “Yes, it is very nice.”

“Been to Texas before?” she asked.

“I have as a matter of fact.”

“When was the last time you were here?”

“Years ago, I spent some time in San Antonio,” I said.

Scott had put his hand on top of mine and was looking at me seriously.  I think he was wanting me to shut up and not give out too much information.

“Scott it is so sweet the way you are holding her hand,” she said.

With that Scott pulled his hand away and then Barbara said, “You don’t have to stop on my account, I think it is very romantic.  Anyway Natalie, you said you spent some time in San Antonio?”

“I went to basic training there.”

“You were in the military?” she asked.

“Air National Guard, eight years.”

Looking dead at me without a smile she said, “Natalie, I want to thank you for your service to your country.”

Nodding my head, I said, “Thank you.”

“So, Scott,” she asked, “Where are you guys heading from here?”

“We’re on a road trip, no destination, just getting away from work.”

“Why don’t you come down to San Antonio?  I’ve got space for you two, and if you don’t remember, your mom’s not a bad cook?  Do you cook Natalie?”

“I do.”

“That’s great.  So many young wives today can’t cook.  Oh Jesus, I did not mean to say that I am so sorry.  I did not mean to imply anything about marriage.”

Smiling at her I said, “Barb, it’s okay.  Forget it.”

Deciding I was going to have some fun I sighed and then said, “I’ll get married one day when the right guy comes along,” and then I leaned over and kissed Scott right on the cheek.  “Yes Barb, it would be so nice to settle down and have a couple of kids.”

If looks could have killed I would have been a dead man, or should I say woman, as the look on Scott’s face was definitely one of disapproval as I smiled at him.

“You would make an absolutely wonderful mother Natalie,” said Barbara.

“How can you tell?” I asked.

“Honey, it’s woman’s intuition.  You know how that goes!”

“Not really, but let me just say that it’s been improving recently,” and as I looked over at Scott, he still had a look of annoyance on his face from earlier.

“And it will continue to improve with age,” she said.  “So, Natalie, why don’t you and Scott stop by my place in San Antonio and spend some time with me.”

“That is so nice of you, but I would not want to impose.”

Looking over at Scott I could see he was shaking his head, which meant he was not wanting to go to his mom’s house.

“Barb, I’m going to leave this up to Scott.”

Clearing his throat, he said, “Mom we appreciate the offer but Natalie and I have been looking forward to spending a little time together, you know, just the two of us.”

With a hurt look on her face she said, “It’s okay, I understand, young couples want to be together and I get that, it’s just perfectly normal.”

As silence hung over the room after her last statement she then added, “Natalie you know how you said you wanted to have children one day?”

I nodded my head and said, “Mmmm hmmm.”

“Kids are absolutely wonderful, but the day will come when they will leave home, and an empty spot is left in your life.  The littlest things such as a phone call, a text message ….”

“Mom.”

She turned and looked at Scott and he asked, “When do you get back home?”

“I’m heading back tomorrow morning.”

Looking at me and then back at her he said, “We’ll stop by.”

With an excited look on her face she said, “Oh that is wonderful.  I’ll have everything ready for you.  When will you two be arriving?”

“Probably tomorrow afternoon or evening.  Okay?” he said.


Chapter 4

After a leisurely drive through the terrain of Central Texas we finally arrived at the residence of his mother in a suburb of the Greater San Antonio area about 4 p.m. the next afternoon.  The street she lived on was a tree lined drive containing mostly older homes which appeared to be well cared for.  Many of them had American flags hanging out front as well as an abundance of flowerpots on the front porch.  As we pulled up to Barbara’s house it was clear that her home was no exception.  Her home was painted dark blue with white trim and was clearly a page right out of Americana. There was even a white picket fence to boot.

“Is this where you grew up,” I asked.

“This is it,” he said.

“I don’t mean to seem nosy but what about your dad?  You hardly even mention him.”

“He was a physician in the Army and left mom for a nurse.”

“I’m sorry, I feel bad for even asking.”

“Forget it, it’s okay, the guy’s a complete prick.”

With a surprised look on my face he laughed and said, “Seriously.  I have nothing to do with him.  After he left mom, he and his wife had their own family and want nothing to do with me so fuck ‘em.”

At this point I decided it was best if I keep my mouth shut as the last thing I wanted to do was stir up feelings, which were apparently hard ones at that.

We got out of the car and walked up the sidewalk and eventually stepped up onto the front porch and Scott rang the doorbell.

Opening the door Barbara said, “I’m so glad you’re here!” she exclaimed as she hugged her son and subsequently me.

As I walked in, she said, “Natalie I just love your dress, that floral print is to die for.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“You’re definitely a girl that can get away with wearing dresses, as you have the prettiest legs.”

“Nice of you to say ma’am.”

“Remember …"

“Call you Barbara,” I said.

“Exactly.  Come on in kids,” she said as she led us into the house, and then continued down the hall.  As we reached the end of it, she opened a door at the very end and walked in.

“Scott, I decided to redo the guest room recently and you guys can stay together in here.”

“We can?” he asked in disbelief.

Looking at us she said, “Hey, I wasn’t born yesterday, and I know that couples today are used to sleeping together before marriage, so no problem.  It’s actually got a nice queen-sized bed and private bathroom so the two of you should be quite comfortable and have lots of privacy as I’m completely on the other side of the house.”

When we had arrived, I was suspecting she would be old school and would put us in separate rooms, which would be fine with me as I was not planning on having coitus with her son.  However, this was a different twist and she was okay with us sleeping together, and from the sound of it she was totally okay with her son and I doing the nasty despite the fact that we were not married.  Of all the luck, when you don’t want morality you’ve got it and when you want it you don’t.  Go figure.

“Barbara, are you sure?  Scott and I would be okay staying in separate rooms as we would never want to disrespect you and your home,” and as I completed my sentence, I could see Scott’s head nodding.

“Yeah mom, like he, I mean she said.”

Laughing briefly, she said, “Nonsense.  You two are adults and I will respect you as such.  Scott why don’t you go ahead and bring in yours and Natalie’s bags from the car?”

Scott and I walked back out to the car together and talked enroute. 

“Dude, is there any way I can get out of sleeping with you?” I asked.

“I was thinking the exact same thing,” he said.

“Has your mom always been this progressive?”

“No, she’s apparently loosened up with age.  Maybe it’s because she wants us to be comfortable and hopes we will stay longer.”

“I would say that would work under normal circumstances, but in this case your alleged girlfriend was a man just a couple of days ago.”

“Yeah, I hear ya.  Well, I think the bed is big enough to where it won’t be a problem for a night or two, okay?” he asked.

Nodding my head, I said, “Okay.  Who would have thought when we started this trip that we would have ended up staying at your mom’s house?  In the same room!”

After dropping our bags off in our room we returned to the living room where we were greeted by Barbara who said, “I see you kids are all settled in.  Want to talk about dinner?”

“We’re flexible,” said Scott.

“Good, what about Mexican?” she asked.

“When in Rome,” I said.

“Hon that is so true,” she said.  “San Antonio is loaded with Mexican food.  Anyway, there’s the nicest little place down on The Riverwalk and I think you would like it.  Up for it?”

Scott and I looked at each other and nodded and she said, “Fantastic.”

As we walked along the river the sun had just gone down, and the setting was very picturesque.  There was a boat floating down the river which contained a large number of tourists, and the walk ways on both sides of the river were bustling with activity.  Arriving at the restaurant we were greeted by the hostess and seated at a table close to the water itself.  Our server took our drink orders and brought a frozen margarita for Barbara, a beer for Scott as well as one for me.

“Natalie so you’re a beer drinker?” she asked

“I have one once in a while.”

“Beer makes me feel so full,” she said.

“So, mom, you come here often?” Scott asked.

“Sometimes, however, there’s something I wanted to talk to you about.  I’ve been seeing someone.”

“That is great,” Scott said excitedly.

“His name is George, he’s a retired Air Force Chief Master Sergeant from Lackland, and we’ve been going out about eight months.”

“Super,” he said.

“And I’ve invited him to join us for dinner.”

“That’s great.”

“Oh, and there’s something else, we’re talking about getting married, and I want your approval.”

“You what?” he said with a surprised look on this face.

“Here he comes now,” she said.

A distinguished looking well-built man of about age fifty plus with silver hair, blue eyes, and well-dressed to boot approached the table, and as he did, we all stood up.  This guy looked familiar, but I just couldn’t figure out where I had seen him before, but I was certain I knew him from somewhere.

As he hugged Barbara her eyes lit up as she was clearly in love with him.

“Scott this is George, George, Scott.”

They shook hands and exchanged pleasantries and then turned to me.  Extending my hand to shake, as any guy would, he said, “Good to meet you ….”

“Natalie,” I said, and then he gave me a big bear hug.

“George this is Scott’s girlfriend,” Barbara said.

“Great to meet you,” he said.

As we finished our hug and he pulled back I knew exactly who he was, as George Romney had been my T.I. when I was in basic training at about nine years ago.

As we sat down Barbara said, “George, Natalie was stationed at Lackland for basic training, isn’t that right?” she asked as she looked at me.

Raising my eyebrows and smiling I said, “Yes, that’s right.”

“What squadron were you in?” he asked.

Looking off into the distance and then back at him I said, “For the life of me I’ve drawn a blank.  I just don’t remember.”

“What year were you at basic,” he asked.

“It was around nine years ago.”

Excited by my comment he said, “Hey, I was there at that time too.  Who was your T.I.?”

“Let me see, I think it was Smith,” I said.

Scratching his head, he said, “There were a number of Smith’s, but there’s too many to figure it out.  After all, there’s probably 35,000 recruits that go through basic training each year.  Anyway Natalie, let me buy you a drink.  I may not have been your instructor but let me try and make up for how tough yours probably was on you.”

Little did he know who I really was, and if he had he would probably have tried to make me do another one hundred push-ups, as he’d done in basic.  Good thing, because I would have pushed his ass right into the river if he had said drop and give me a hundred.

“George, Natalie,” said Barbara, “I want to thank you both for your service to our great country.”

I smiled at Barbara and nodded and then reached in my purse and grabbed my cell phone and sent Scott, who was sitting next to me, a text message saying, he was my T.I. in basic, and then put my cell phone away.

As Scott’s cell phone bleeped and he took it out of his pocket and read the message I saw a look of amusement on his face and he promptly put his mobile device away.

“Everything okay?” Barbara asked.

“Fine mom, just a spam message,” he said.

We had a really nice time that evening on our double date, such as it was, and it was lots of fun, as the weather and setting were absolutely perfect.  After eating the four of us decided to take a walk along The River Walk to walk off some of what we had just eaten, as Mexican food is pretty brutal.

As we walked, we just happened to run across a Mariachi Band playing a song, so we stopped to listen to the music.  The melody soon ended and as we stood there they began to play again and this time the tune was a slow one. 

George said to Barbara, “Would you dance with me?” and with that they began to slow dance.

Barbara then started mouthing something to Scott and was pointing at me.

“What’s she saying?” I asked.

“She’s telling me to dance with you.  Does she not know that guys don’t dance with other guys?”

“You know, we’d probably better dance.”

“Why is that?”

“One, you’ve already told her that I’m your girlfriend, and two you don’t want her to start asking questions about why you won’t dance with me.”

“You’re pretty smart,” he said.

“Yeah, for a woman.”

We then put our arms around each other and began to slow dance.  Initially we were both pretty uncomfortable, but we quickly got used to each other and it was less awkward.  As we danced, we chatted and joked about the entire situation that we were in, me as a woman and us staying at his mom’s house.  Then something funny happened which completely caught me off guard.  As we talked, and I glanced at him from time to time I started to notice things about him that I never had before.  Previously he had always been just a guy I worked with, but now I was noticing features about him I had never picked up on before such as how he was nice looking, had a great smile, and I even detected a very nice scent emanating from him.

“What’s that cologne you’re wearing?” I asked.

“I’m not wearing any.  You must be smelling my Speed Stick.”

“And who said you’re not romantic?”

We both chuckled at his comment briefly and then continued dancing.  All of a sudden I recognized something else about him, which was his ability to make me laugh, and what a great sense of humor he had.

“I’m going to say something to you, and I don’t want you to take it the wrong way,” he said.

“Sure.”

“I know you never planned for this to happen to you, but you really are a very nice-looking woman.”

“Think so?”

“Yes, you’re very pretty.”

Smiling at him with my arms around his neck I said, “I think you’re very attractive as well Scott.”

“Thanks.”

As we continued to dance it was obvious that Scott and I had developed a level of comfort with one another and possibly even a mild attraction, which was a little disturbing as I was a guy or used to be anyway.  After that song finished the band just happened to play another slow song and we decided to dance one more time.  This time the two of us snuggled up even closer to one another as we continued, and I felt a level of warmth in my heart and soul that was undefinable.  Was it comfort? Security? Or something even more.

Returning to the house that night I knew it was going to be awkward going to bed, but we did.  I went in the bathroom and changed into a silky short purple nightgown that Mary had lent me and climbed into bed.  Scott, who was already laying on top of the bed was playing on his smartphone.  As I lay there watching him, I could not help but thing about the evening and the strange connection that we had made with one another.  On one level I wanted that door to close and to never think about it again as it was wrong, but on another it was as though there was a yearning that was wanting more which I did not understand.  He final climbed into bed and turned off the light.

“Scott?”

“Yeah.”

“I had a good time tonight.  Your mom is pretty cool.”

“Yeah, she really is.  Way cooler than when I was growing up.”

“Really?”

“She was a little overprotective of me, especially when it came to girls.  I think she was just trying to make sure I did not get into trouble or hurt.  Probably because of her experiences when dad left her.”

“I hope you sleep well.  I’ll try not to hog up the bed.”

“If you were Nate you would take up more space, but as Natalie you’re a petite little thing and don’t take up that much room.  Anyway, good night.”

I had a series of dreams which were unusual to say the least, and I dreamt of having sex with Scott, with me being the woman of course and I was enjoying it.  I was not able to remember any of the details but all of a sudden, I woke up and I could feel that Scott was pressed up against my back, and on top of that he was aroused.  After the dream I’d just had I was pretty stirred up myself and was torn between just ignoring it or having Scott satisfy the urge.  I’d never had sex with a man so I was pretty nervous, but I should not be because I’m now a girl, right?  And girls have sex with guys, not with other girls, not that there’s anything wrong with that, especially when they’re both two attractive women. 

From his breathing it was clear that he was still asleep.  I had a decision to make, do I wake him up?  If I do will he think the situation is awkward, apologize and roll over?  Or will he be a good red blooded All-American boy and do his national duty?

I could tell that he was stirring a bit and decided to use my back side to grind against his swollen manhood, hoping that would turn him on.  As I mildly ground against him, he awoke and put his arm around me.

“Natalie.”

“Yes?”

And then as I put my arms around his neck he leaned down and kissed me and as he did so I opened my mouth and our tongues began darting back and forth passionately.

“Oh my God Scott, you would not believe the dream I just had.”

“What was it about?”

“We were having sex.”

“Sounds like a pretty good dream,” he said as he moved between my legs.

Reaching down and taking his manhood in my hand I could feel he was wet, and I knew he was wanting me.

Pulling my legs apart I rubbed his tip on my already moistened folds and then without warning he thrust himself deep inside me, and the sensation of him filling me up so completely caused me to smile and I cried out in pleasure and said, “Scott, take me.”


Chapter 5

Scott was still laying in bed when I re-entered the room we were staying in, and he awoke as I opened the door.

“You’re up?  And dressed” he asked.

I climbed onto the bed and gave him a kiss and put my arms around him.

“Yep, I’ve been out with your mom.”

Looking at the bedside table clock with said 9:45 a.m. he asked, “Where?”

“I was in the kitchen having coffee with your mom and she thought I needed to have my nails done.”

“Really?”

“Look,” I said as I showed him my new nails, “They’re Espresso.  Don’t they look nice?”

“Yes, they do,” he said.

“And look,” I said as I kicked my heels off and showed him my feet, “They even did my toes too.  I match.”

“You’re really getting into this whole girl thing,” he said.

Smiling at him I said, “Last night you weren’t complaining that I was a girl, were you.”

Sitting up in bed he asked, “Nat, do you think we did the right thing?”

Looking at him sternly I said, “Only you can answer that question Scott.  I certainly hope you don’t regret last night, as I don’t.”

Looking at me and grinning he said, “You know what, then I don’t either.”

“Don’t overthink this, I’m a biological female, and may always be this way.  If that’s the case, I’d better get used to this.”

“I wonder how Mary is coming on restoring the hard drive with your original pattern on it?”

“She said she’ll text us with an update when it’s getting close, so let’s just enjoy our trip and our time away, as we will be back at work soon enough, okay?” I asked.

“Alright, I’ll try and relax.  By the way, how many times was that we had sex last night?”

As I hopped off the bed and closed the door and pushed the lock button I said, “It was three,” and then I dropped my dress to the floor and asked, “Want to go for four?”

After making love we lay there with my head was resting on his chest, I continued to think about the events of last night as well as this morning.  I’m a male, but I’m now in female form, and I’ve just had sex with my co-worker.  What the fuck?  Why am I attracted to him?  Was I always a closet homosexual and didn’t know it?  I had some deep self-examination to do I thought.  Or then again, should I not over examine it and just go with it, after all, my biology was now that of a woman, and I was having female desires.

We took a shower together and then got ready for the day, working our way to the kitchen where we had brunch with Barbara which consisted of sandwiches and a salad, both of which were quite tasty.

Barbara had a garden club meeting in the afternoon so the two of us had the afternoon to ourselves and decided to visit one of the local shopping malls.  The place was large and there was just about every store imaginable present, and I think we visited most of them.  After we had been walking for a bit Scott reached over and took my hand, which he held almost the entire time we were in the mall.  It was clear that he really liked me in my new form, and as much as I would have hated to admit it, I was really digging on him as well.

Just as we were wrapping up our shopping adventure, we walked by a bridal store that had wedding dresses on display, and as we passed, I just happened to glance in the shop window, and a well-dressed woman in black with dark hair spoke to us.

“Good afternoon,” she said.

“Hi,” I said.

“You like that dress?” she said.

Stopping at looking at it in the windows I said, “It is very nice, but I’m not in the market, I just noticed it in passing.”

“You sure?”

“I’m positive.”

“Why don’t you try it on?”

Looking at Scott we both laughed, and he asked me, “Well?”

“Well what?”

“Are you going to try it on?”

I said to her, “Excuse me,” and we stepped a few feet away out of her earshot.

“What do you mean am I going to try it on?”

“Why not?”

“Scott, if you remember, I’m a guy.”

“You’re still a lady, for now anyway.  And provided you get switched back, you will never have the opportunity to try on a wedding dress again, as a woman that is.”

Looking at him with a slightly annoyed expression I then smiled and said, “What the heck.”

We went into the store and Scott was seated in the waiting area while my new friend Bridget took me in the back to get me dressed.  Initially I was a little bashful about taking my clothes off in front of her but finally realized she and I were both girls so it did not matter.

“It’s nice of you to let us have a little fun,” I said.

“Sure, it’s been dirt slow today, and besides, you’ll be back.”

“I will?”

“You will.”

“How do you know?”

“I can tell by looking at the two of you.”

“What can you tell?”

“You’ve got great chemistry, and that, more times than not, leads to me selling a wedding dress, and I’ve been doing this for fifteen years.”

“You’re pretty confident about that.”

“I am, he really cares for you.  I can tell.  You’ve got the cutest mermaid silhouette.  Your boyfriend is going to love this.  Ready?”

We walked out of the back and I stepped up onto a platform which was almost fully surrounded by mirrors, turned and sitting there was Scott.  As he saw me, he rose and walked over closer to me and his mouth was hanging open.

“Well?” I asked.

“Oh my God, you are absolutely ravishing Nat.  I’ve never seen anyone more beautiful in my life.”

As he said those words, I could feel myself getting a little misty, and at the same time I began to feel emotions that I had never experienced, including the one now filling my heart which was love and it felt wonderful.  Turning slightly to the left I looked in the mirror and was in awe as I saw my reflection and could not help but smile as I noticed how stunning I looked and for a moment began to think about what it would be like to be bride.  As I stood there, I began to think about what it would be like to be able to be a princess for a day, walking down the aisle, the wedding ceremony, the reception, and driving away afterward in a car with tin cans tied behind it.

“Nat?”

Hearing Scott’s voice I looked over at him and he asked, “Are you okay?”

Nodding I said, “Just thinking.”

We stood there staring at one another for about fifteen seconds when I finally said, “I guess I’d better take this off.”

“It’s a shame, you look so beautiful in it,” he said.

Returning to the back with Bridget we began to work on getting me out of the dress so I could return to reality.

“What did I tell you?” she asked.

“Huh?”

“He’s crazy about you.”

“I guess he is, isn’t he?”

“And I can tell that you love him too.”

Nodding I said, “I can’t help myself.”

Eventually I joined Scott and we walked out of the store with Bridget’s business card in hand, just in case I ever needed a wedding dress.


Chapter 6

After having dinner that evening Barbara, Scott and I sat in the living room and chatted for a bit about the day.  She talked about her garden club meeting which included a discussion about a number of its personalities none of which Scott or I knew, but we nodded and acted interested to be polite.

“What did you guys do today?” she asked.

“We went to the mall,” I said.

“Do anything interesting?”

I shook my head.

She then whipped out her smart phone and showed me a picture of myself in the wedding dress I had tried on earlier.

“Where did you get this?” I asked.

“My friend Madge has a daughter named Bridget that works in that bridal store.  She just happened to take a picture of you because she thought you were so striking.  When you were there, she thought Scott looked familiar and later remembered him because they used to live next door to us.  Remember her?  She was a little bit older than you, remember?  Seems like she beat you up once because you kept sticking your tongue out at her.”

“Thanks for bringing that up mom.”

“Anyway, you would make the most beautiful bride Natalie.  You are absolutely gorgeous in this dress.”

Looking at my picture on her phone I was once again sucked into a fantasy world where I was a beautiful bride and this time I imagined Barbara helping me get ready for the wedding.  She made sure that my hair was just right, assisted me with getting into my dress, and made sure every detail was perfect before I married Scott.

Marry Scott?  I really need to calm down and get a grip I thought!  My imagination has always been an active one, but it’s really been running wild today, especially since I tried on that dress.

“So, mom, I know we’ve not discussed it but I like George,” Scott said.

“You do?  That’s great!  I knew you would.  You hadn’t said anything, so I was beginning to wonder.”

“I just want you to be happy mom.”

“You’re the best son ever.  And what do you think Natalie?”

“I’m with Scott.  I think he seems quite nice, and I was very impressed with him.”

After a little more casual conversation, Barbara headed off to bed and Scott and I decided to as well.  After making love we lay there in bed together talking about the events of the day and how much fun we were having.  As I lay there with him and he held me I was struck by the thought of how comfortable I was in this situation, and if I was changed back all of that would end.  Initially I would have been thrilled, but now I was not so sure.

Our coziness was soon interrupted by the vibration of a smartphone on the bedside table and Scott rolled over and picked it up and looked at it.

“It’s from Mary.  The pattern will be restored by morning,” he said in a disappointed tone.

He was not the only one who felt that way, as I was also having regrets about having to return to my former life.  I knew that the moment I turned back into Nathaniel that my relationship with Scott was over, and the thought of losing the love I had just found left me heartsick.


Chapter 7

As our car rolled north across the Lone Star State toward Oklahoma the mood in the car was quiet.  We would chat occasionally about trivial items such as stopping to go to the bathroom or getting a bite to eat but for the most part we were silent.  Eventually we crossed the border and after driving a couple of more hours we arrived in BFE, as I jokingly call it.

Arriving at the facility we punched in the door code and took the elevator down to the main level.  Dropping our luggage in our rooms we then headed down to the MET Room where we were greeted by Mary.

“Hey guys, did you have fun?”

Without much emotion Scott said, “It was a nice break away.”

“Where did you go?”

“San Antonio,” I said.

“Lucky, I wish it had been me, I just love Mexican food.”

“There was plenty of it there,” he said.

“Let me give you an update.  I was able to fully restore the pattern and we can try it whenever you’re ready.  Just let me know.”

Looking at Scott I asked, “Well?”

And as I stood there looking at him, I was desperately hoping he would say something, anything, to get me to stop my transition.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said somberly.

“You two are acting kind of strange,” Mary said.

“It’s nothing,” Scott said.

I stepped up on the pad and said, “Let’s do it.”

Scott said, “Mary, do you need me for this?  I don’t think I’m feeling very well.”

With a concerned look on her face she said, “I’ve got this.  Don’t worry about it,” and with that he walked out of the door.

“Nate, what’s going on?” she asked, and then I stepped down off the platform and sat down on the steps in front of it and started to cry, and she came and sat down beside me and put her arm around me.

“What’s going on?  Why are you guys acting so bizarre?”

I stopped weeping after a few seconds and was able to blurt out, “Mary, it’s complicated.”

“Then you’ve come to the right girl, tell me all about it,” she said.


Chapter 8

“Scott,” I called out loudly as I ran down the corridor toward him, and when he heard me, he stopped and waited on me.

As I walked up to him, he asked, “What’s going on?  Why have you not gone through the MET and switched back?”

Taking his hands in mine I asked, “Do you really want me to switch back?”

“What?”

“Tell me the past few days have meant nothing to you.  Nothing at all, and I will go in there and get in the chamber and change back right now.”

“Nat?”

“Scott, I know it’s only been a few days, but I know one thing, how I feel about you.  The second I change back I’ll lose you forever, and I’m not willing to do that.”

Taking my chin in his hand and raising my head our eyes eventually met and he said, “Are you sure this is what you want?”

“I love you and want to be with you Scott.  Tell me you don’t feel the same way,” I said as I began to tear up and started sniffling.

“I love you too Nat, or should I say Natalie,” and we both laughed.

“I didn’t say anything because I felt it would be selfish for me to bring it up, as I’d be asking you to give up your previous life to be with me.  You would be sacrificing everything for me.”

Shaking my head, I said, “I would not, I would be gaining everything, a wonderful life with you.”

Pausing he asked, “What if I got run over by a truck tomorrow?  If that happened would you regret, you decision to remain a woman?”

“Scott, I’ve learned something the past few days.”

“What’s that?”

“That it’s really kind of cool being a girl, and as strange as it may sound, I like it.  It was fun going with your mom to the nail salon, and trying on the wedding dress, and even being the female in the bedroom.  As we made love there was nothing more important to me than pleasing you, and all I wanted to do was make you happy.”

“Sounds like you’re pretty sure.”

“I want a life with you more than anything.  The past few days have been the happiest days of my entire life Scott.  Tell me you don’t feel the same way.”

“Nat, I do feel the same way.  I’m crazy about you and don’t want to be without you, not even for a day.”

He then leaned down and kissed me passionately for some time before pulling back and then looked at me and said, “I have to tell you, when I saw you step up on that transporter pad, all ready to change back….”

Then he stopped and there was silence before I asked, “And?”

“I was heartbroken at the thought of losing you, and the love that I had just found, and had been looking for all my life.”

“Oh God, Scott, I feel the same way, and I love you so much.”


Chapter 9

The corporate office considered me somewhat of a novelty after my transition and every test known to man, or should I say womankind was performed on me to try and figure out how the MET transformed me into a woman so successfully.  The real reason was that it’s design staff, me, Mary and Scott, did a good job programming in safeguards so no one would ever be lost in transit.  That’s the story I’m sticking too anyway.

The big cheeses at the main office were perplexed as to why I elected to stay a female but were glad at the same time as they were hopeful it would provide them with data on how to prevent human males from turning into females when they transported.  With that being said Project Sparkle was over for us and the field site was being shut down until further research could be done to solve the transition problem.

As a result of the field site being closed Mary, Scott and I were being transferred to the main office to continue work on the project as no one had more knowledge on it than we did.  However, we were all taking some badly needed time off before reporting to our new workplace as we’d been working constantly with almost no time off for a couple of years, and I had just the place in mind.

Even though it had only been a month since we had been there Scott and I drove back down to San Antonio to his mom’s house, which was not the place I had in mind but nonetheless, I did like it there and I liked his mom.  After everything we had gone through, I was ready for a well-deserved break so what the heck, this was as good a place as any to start our holiday.

When we arrived at Barbara’s house there was a note on her door that asked us to meet her at the mall.  Scott and I were both confused but proceeded to the shopping center anyway. 

As we walked into the mall I asked, “Did she say what store it was?”

“Yes, it’s this one over here,” he said while pointing ahead.

“What’s it called? I asked as we continued walking.

“Here we are,” he said and next thing I knew we were standing in front of the bridal store where I had tried on the dress a month earlier.

“Why on earth would your mom want us to meet her here?” I asked.

“Let’s head on in and see what’s going on.”

As we entered, we were greeted by Scott’s mom Barbara, and Bridget, the employee we had met when we were last there.

“Scott, Natalie, I see you got my note, thanks for coming down.”

“Mom, what’s this all about?” Scott asked.

“As I told you George and I are thinking about getting married, right?  I wanted to try on a couple of dresses, not white of course, and wanted your opinions.”

Scott and I looked at each other and then I said, “We will be glad to help you pick one out.”

“Wonderful.  And Natalie, I was wondering if you would do me a favor.  Remember that picture that Bridget sent me of you trying on that wedding dress when you were here last?”

I nodded my head.

“She said you look even lovelier in it in person.  Would you try it on for me?”

“Oh, I couldn’t.  I don’t want to impose, I’m not even ready to buy.”

Standing there smiling Bridget said, “No imposition at all.  Come on, I’ll help you get suited up.”

We went into the back and in a short amount of time I was once again wearing the wedding dress that everyone was making such a fuss about, but I have to admit, I really did look very pretty wearing it.

Walking out into the waiting area I stepped up onto the platform in my bare feet, as I’d decided not to put my shoes back on as I figured this would not take long.  Next thing I knew Scott was walking toward me and said, “Natalie, you are the most beautiful woman on this planet.”

“She certainly is,” said Barbara.

Scott than stepped up onto the platform, kneeled down and presented a black ring box which he opened, and in it was a gold ring with a diamond in it, and at this point I was paralyzed and choking up as well.

“Natalie, I know in some ways this has been a whirlwind relationship, but the one thing I know is that I don’t want to spend a day without you.  Will you marry me so I don’t ever have to be without you?  Not even for a second.”

As he finished speaking, I was speechless and tears were rolling down my face and I could barely see from the plethora of water streaming from my eyes.  Getting down on my knees I nodded and while sobbing said, “Scott, I would be honored to be your bride,” and then I stuck out my hand and he slipped the ring on my finger, and then we hugged.

Looking at him I then said, “That was pretty creative setting all this up as you did.  I never would have guessed what you were up to.”

“I had a little help,” he said and then we smiled at one another and kissed.

As we stood up Bridget came up to me and hugged me and then asked, “Did I tell you or what?”

Nodding I said, “You were right on all counts, and I’ll take the dress.”

“Wonderful,” she said.

“Oh my God Natalie, I’m so thrilled you’re going to be my daughter-in-law,” she said as she stepped up on the platform and gave me a hug.  “And I can’t wait until you make me a grandma,” and then she stepped back down onto the main floor.

“Don’t mind mom and the grandma stuff, it’s just the way she is,” said Scott.

“It does not bother me at all.”

“Good.”

“By the way, that’s a subject that we’ve never discussed.”

Looking at me and turning his head slightly he said, “I guess we’ve not.”

“Do you want to have kids?”

Nodding he said, “Absolutely, I think you would make a wonderful mom.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that,” I said, and then put my arms around his neck.

Putting his arms around me he said, “And I’m totally in favor of practicing any time that you want.”

“You’re not going to have to practice much Scott,” I said and then put my hand on my belly.

Wide eyed he gave me an ear to ear smile and asked, “What?”

“It’s true.  We’re going to be parents,” I said softly.

“Nat, that is great, I’m so happy to be marrying you and I’m thrilled that we’re starting a family together.  I’ve never been happier.  How did you get pregnant so fast?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I whispered, “Well, it was not in my initial plans to stay a woman, remember?  Then while staying at your mom’s house we started having sex, I hadn’t even thought of birth control, and voila!  Instant mom and dad.”

Looking up at him I said, “Scott, I love you, and I’m going to work hard every day for the rest of my life to be the best wife I can.”

“And you’re sure you don’t want to go back to being a guy?” he whispered into my ear.

Shaking my head, I asked, “Are you kidding?  I can assure you that now that I’m Barefoot & Pregnant, I’m not Ready To Beam Up and all I want is to be your girl for the rest of my life.”

“I love you Nat.”

“And I love you too sweetie.”

“Mom, we’re going to need to speed up the wedding ceremony,” Scott said.

“Why is that?”

“Otherwise, Natalie’s not going to be able to fit in this wedding dress.”

“Why is that?  Why will she not be able to fit into her dress?  She looks fine to me.”

As I stood there on the platform laughing Barbara finally asked, “Natalie, are you pregnant?”

I nodded and said, “Yes ma’am, I mean Barbara.”

“Oh my God that’s wonderful.  I’m going to be a Grandma!  However, I’m not surprised that your pregnant.”

“You’re not?”

“Of course not, you’re so pretty that Scott couldn’t keep his hands off you.”

“Mom!”
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